So much for that : the filent houres fteale on. 

And flakie darknelfe breakes within the Eaft; 

Jnbrieie, forfothefeafon bidsvsbe.- 
Prepare thy battell carely in the morning, 

And put thy fortune to the arbiterment° 

Of bloudie ftrokes and mortall flaring warre, 

J as 1 may .that which I would I cannot, 

With beft aduantage will decciue the time, 

And aide thee in this doubtful! lliocke of armes.- 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 

Eeaft being feene thy tender brother Qeorge, 

Be executed in Ins Fathers light, 

Farewelfthcleifure and the karefull time, 

Outs off the ceremonious vowes ofloue, 

And ample enterchangeoffweet difcotirfe. 

Which io long fundered friends fliould dwell vpon 
God giue vs leifurc for thefe rights ofloue, * 

Once more adiew, be valiant and lpeed well. 

Rich* Good Lords condud him to his regiment: 

He ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Leaft leaden flumber peife me downe to morrow, . 

When I fliould mount with wings of vidory; 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentlemen, Sxcmu 
O thou whole captaine 1 account my felfe, 

Lookeon my forces with a gracious eye: 

Putin their hands thy brufing Irons of wrath,. 

That they may crufli downe with a heauie fall. 

The vfurping helmet of our aduerfaries. 

Make vs thy Minifter* of chaflifement, 

That we may pr aife thee in the vi dorie, 

To thee I do commend my watchfull foule, . 

£rel let fall the windowes of mine eyes. 

Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me ftilh 

Enter the Ghofi if prince £d. Sou to Henry the (ixt. 

(jhoft to K.Ric, Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 
Thinke how thou ftabfi me in my prime ofyouth. 

At Tewkesbury : difpaire therfore and die. 

To Rich, Be cheerefull Richmond, tot the wronged foule* 


of Richard the Third, 


nf butchered Princes fight in thy behalfe, 
r? b Snries ilTue Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the Ghofi of Clarence, 

Ghofi, Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow 
I that was wafht to death with fulfome wine. 

Poor tClarence by thy guilebetrayd to death: 

To morrow in the battell thinke on me. 


And fall Ay edgekiTe fword, difoaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou off-fpring of the houfc of Lancafier, 

The wronged heircs of Torke do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell, liue and flouriib. 

Enter the ghops of Ritters, Gray , Vaughan. 

Rin. Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 

Ritters that died at pomfret ,difpaire and die. 

Gray. Thinke vpon gray, and let thy foulediipaire. 
j/attgh, Thinke vpon Vaughan, and with guiltie reare 

Let fall thy launce, difpaire and die. 

All to Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs in jfcc.bolome, 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. 

Enter t he Ghost ofE. Hafiings . 

Ghofi. Bloody and guiltie, guiltily awake. 

And in a bloody battell end thy daies. 

Thinke on Lord H^/?«»^j,difpaireanddie; 

T o Rich. Quiet vntroubled foule, awake, awake, 

Arme, fight and conquer forfaire Englandshke. 

Enter the ghoftsof twoyong Princes , 

Ghofi to K.R. Dreame on thy coufius fmoothered in the ' 
Letvs belaid within thy bofome Richard, Tower 

And weigh the downe to ruine,(hame and death, 
ThyNephewes foules bid thee difpaire and die. 

To /fi.Tleepc Richmond fleepe in peace, and wake in ioy, 

L | Good 


